summer of 1947, when we read thar he was finally going
back home in his eighty-fifth year from New York to
Nice, we both felt sorry that we should not see his

interesting, bushy-hatred, whitening head in the elevator
and in the lobby, 1 was particularly moved by what he
said to the reporters before the ship sailed, that uin these
eight years 1 have written twelve plays, and now I'm
taking them all home to France/*)

3 "Almost every day we see King (Justav V of Sweden
outside the 1 lotel !)\\ngleierre at Nice, where he is stay-
ing, either on his way to the tennis courts in the morning
or on his way back in the afternoon. 1 le will be seventy-
nine this year. 1 le is a tall thin, lankv old man. I le jumps
very briskly into his car, ami waves his thanks merrily to
the people of Nice, who Ime him and arc always gaping at
him. In the lobbv of his hotel is a large truest 'book, which
everyone signs who has come to pa\ his respects. One of
our acquaintances* a Hungarian aristocrat, took an hour
and a halfs train ride, simply so that he could sign the
book, lie confessed with a smite that he has never seen
KingCustav V in his life,

"1 mentioned that even on the street Kimj1 C Justav
showed aristocratic bearing and kingly condescension,
whereupon M. remarked fhat the Kind's ancestor who
ascended the throne through Napoleon's favor was a sim-
ple baker's apprentice in Paris some 170 years ago. That
was all AL knew about the faintly. This piqued my curi-
osity so that I ran straight to a library, where I learned
that the truly royal king's ancestor was a lawyer in theave and thus
